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Jonathan Donnelly
by Rachael KuilelrUl
The rubber strip around the toe of Jonathan's left sneaker was coming
loose, and he scuffed it against the pavement as he walked. At the comer of
Main and East 42nd, he stopped to wait for the light, and he picked up a
small sycamore branch. He crossed the street and began to run the stick
along the high wooden fence that surrounded the Consolidated Lumber Yard.
"Thwupa, thwupa, thwupa" went the stick, and "scuff, thwap, scuff, thwap"
went Jonathan's sneaker. For a lonely, twelve year old boy, the rhythmic
effect was very pleasing. Jonathan slowed his pace as the end of the long
wooden fence came into view. His stick "thwupped" over the last wooden
fence post, and then "ching, ching, ching" it rolled along the dull, silver links
of the schoolyard fence. Jonathan dropped his stick and pushed his hands into
the pockets of his blue jeans. The pants, bought last spring, were already
small, and only his fmgertips would fit into the pockets. His head drooped
low into the collar of his corduroy jacket, and he watched the strip of rubber
on his shoe rub against the sidewalk as he made his way past the school yard.
It was a cold, grey Saturday in October, and Jonathan knew that the boys
would have already been in the yard since eight 0' clock, and now it was halfpast twelve. They played soccer every recess, every afternoon, every evening
and every Saturday. A few heathens even played on Sunday. Jonathan's
parents would frown as they walked past the school on their way to church.
Jonathan's father would look at him sternly and say, "You know any of those
boys, son?" Jonathan always shook his head. "Where are their parents?
Who's responsible for this?" his father would demand. Jonathan would shrug
his shoulders and pull at his tie, which his mother always pulled too tightly
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in their rush to get to church on time. "He doesn't know, Michael," his
mother would say softly. And they would walk silently past the yard, his
father giving the Sabbath Soccer Sinners a look that should have sent them
running to confessional, and Jonathan watching wistfully as the boys galloped
back and forth across the yard.
One couldn't really call it a soccer field. The grass that managed to
poke its way through the packed dirt while some of the boys were away at
summer camp was destroyed as soon as they returned in the fall. It was a
grey yard in back of a grey building under the grey sky.
Jonathan peeked over the edge of his collar and watched the boys.
There were seven today. A tall, blond boy with lanky limbs held the ball
possessively as he gestured to the others. Mark Anderson was the leader of
the pack; the wind whipped his words across the yard to where Jonathan had
stopped to watch.
"Shut up, Steven," Mark was screaming at a short, dark-haired boy
next to him. "Just because that wimp brother of yours had to skip out doesn't
mean we can't still play. My team'll be a man short and we'll still kick you."
Steven rolled back on his heels, then swung·forward again onto his
toes and looked up at Mark.
"No way. We play evens, 'cause if I win, I want it to be fair and
square. "
Mark looked up at the sky, the wind swirling his fair hair into his
eyes. He slowly brought his chin back down and was readying a retort for
Steven when his eyes caught sight of Jonathan watching them through his
thick lenses.
"Hey, you," he yelled. "Come'ere."
Jonathan untwined his fingers from the fence, pushed his glasses
farther up on his nose and shoved his fingers into his pockets again.
"Come'ere," Mark commanded again. Jonathan walked slowly round
the gate shuffling his feet, and crossed the yard. The rest of the boys turned
quiet and stood in a semi-circle watching him approach.
"Jonathan Donnelly," a thin, freckled boy whispered in Mark's ear as
Jonathan stopped in front of the group. Mark pushed him aside.
"Wanna play, Donnelly?" he asked. "My team needs a fourth man."
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Jonathan turned slowly, surveying the circled boys.
"Well, Donnelly?"
"Sure, I'll play," Jonathan said softly.
"Good," Mark clapped him on the back.
The boys spread out across the yard. Jonathan stood still for a
moment and then shuffled into position. He waited and something grew
inside him, coiling itself like a spring, twisting, turning and anticipating. The
thin, freckled boy stepped up to the ball and, with a short jerk of his lower
leg, sent it catapulting across the yard. It thudded to the ground in a cloud
of dust, then bounced erratically until it came to rest near Jonathan. The
spring sprung and he was off, running with the ball, his feet dancing lightly
around it as he flew downfield. Steven slid toward his feet through the dirt,
but the ball was Jonathan's, and he swept it aside and leaped over Steven,
leaving him propped on his elbows, coughing in the dust. He swung towards
center field and saw Mark, running parallel to him, grinning. Then, beyond
Mark, standing out against the grey, he saw two brightly clad figures near the
fence, Mary-Catherine and her friend, Susan. Mary-Cat was the tallest girl
in the sixth grade, taller than some of the boys, and even from across the yard
the green beret atop carrot curls was easily recognizable. Jonathan faltered.
The loose rubber on his sneaker scratched at the dirt. He passed the ball to
Mark and stood still, waiting for Mark's shot. Instead, Mark beckoned to
him, shooing him up the other side of the field; he had not yet noticed the
girls. Jonathan ran towards the goal, and, as he approached he saw Mark
look at him and grin, the slow smirk that became a flash, illuminating the tow
colored locks that fell in his eyes. The ball came skitting across the hardpacked earth to Jonathan's feet. He turned, and instinct conquered fear for
the first time he could ever remember. He heard the outraged cry of the
goalie and saw his ball soar over the line scratched in the dirt, and they were
on him. Mark oversaw the motley crew who jumped, whooped, and clapped
him on the back. Jonathan brought his head up from under the barrage and
saw Susan's tiny figure hopping up and down, clapping. Then Mary-Cat
grabbed her mittened hand, and they continued down the street till they
disappeared behind the edge of the lumber yard fence.
Steven rolled back on his heels, then swung forward again onto his
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toes and looked up at Mark.
"No way. We play evens, 'cause if I win, I want it to be fair and
square."
Mark looked up at the sky, the wind swirling his fair hair into his
eyes. He slowly brought his chin back down and was readying a retort for
Steven, when a small boy spoke up.
"It's okay, I'll sit out this one. "
"Aww, Swartz," Steven said.
"Thanks, Ian, we'll rotate you in after our first goal," Mark called as
he ran out onto the field.
Ian leaned against the school, out of the wind, and took a yo-yo from
his pocket, content to practice his renowned "around the world" until it was
his tum to play. The game commenced.
Jonathan untwined his fingers from the fence, pushed his glasses
farther up on his nose, and shoved his fingers into his pockets again. He
continued past the yard. He heard the girls before he saw them. Nearing the
comer of Montgomery, he heard their giggles from around the brick comer
of the drugstore.
"Do you think they'll be there?" Susan asked.
"They're always there," Mary-Cat reminded.
They met Jonathan at the comer. Mary-Cat brushed past him without
a glance, the hem of her Kelly green coat skimming his patched knees.
Susan's head swiveled to stare as she turned the comer. She blinked at him,
then hurried to catch Mary-Cat's long strides. Giggling again, they skipped
towards the schoolyard.
Jonathan continued up Montgomery past the drugstore and Gerrit's
Department Store to the newsstand in front of the bank. Mr. Goldberg, the
newspaperman, looked down at him. Though he never smiled behind his
wiry, grey beard, his brown eyes twinkled kindly.
"Morning, Jonathan. Times for your dad?"
Jonathan nodded and twisted his fingertips deep in his pocket to
retrieve the quarters his father had given him. He laid them on the small
counter, and Mr. Goldberg handed him the paper.
"What section do you read, son, sports?"
4

Jonathan smiled politely back and turned to go.
"Tell your dad 'Hello'," Mr. Goldberg called after him as he headed
up the street. When he reached the end of the block, he headed towards
home, and on his way back he passed by the front of the school.
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Smoldered
by Sarah Ward
Through the years I've harbored many different opinions of rainy
days, each one passing quickly into obscurity. Lately, however, I've felt
nothing but remorse on a rainy day. 1was perplexed about why this was, and
wondered how long it would continue. The answer, much to my dismay,
arrived on a quiet rainy evening when 1 recalled an old memory. My friend
Matt and 1 snuck into the woods behind my house...
My father had always told me, "Telling the truth builds character,"
and in especially difficult situations he would add, "even when it's the hardest
thing to do." The thought had haunted me since yesterday night, when my
father confronted me with my jacket and asked why it smelled of smoke.
Matt had somehow managed to obtain the unobtainable. He reached under his
coat and retrieved a pack of cigarettes. The day was heavy and overcast, the
sky smothered in a blanket of thick smokey-grey clouds. Paul drew a match,
and struck it against the dark sandpaper-like substance on the side of the box.
1 had lied to him as vacantly and innocently as 1 could. 1 replied, "I
dunno, Dad. 1 really don't know." The cigarette caught quickly and the tip
glowed red.
"Are you sure?" he asked.
"Yeah, Dad." Vacantly, innocently. Why shouldn't he believe his
eleven-year-old son, whom he had taught the importance of honesty and
character? The smoke poured out, 1 inhaled deeply and felt it sucking life
from my lungs. 1 began to choke; yet, somehow, 1 felt like a man.
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Suddenly, the sky exploded, the fire sputtered, flickered, then died. Damn
the rain.
I had eaten dinner, and was lying in front of the television when Dad
asked to speak with me. I looked at him--seeing discontent in his eyes. I
followed him up the stairs and into his study; a journey that seemed infinitely
timeless, during which I allowed a thousand or more thoughts to swish freely
around in my head. I sat down alongside my father, facing the window.
Outside it was not yet dark, but that hopeless stage of gray insecurity between
sunset and darkness. Dad drew my attention to my jacket with a glance. His
eyes had never turned such grimness toward me before this night. Seeing the
jacket I looked back out the window, noticing the heavy drops of rain still
falling from the cold thickness of the clouds. As he spoke, his eyes
smoldered with uncontrolled fury and sadness, his face frigid with control.
"Your jacket smells of smoke again, son." Controlled, mechanical.
"Probably still from yesterday, Dad."
"I called Mr. Bryant and he said Matt's jacket smells of smoke also."
I was bewildered by this remark, and didn't know why he had said it, or what
he wanted me to say. My eyes looked to his for a remedy to the confusion.
"Matt told Mr. Bryant that he had been smoking in the woods with you." His
eyes burned with disappointment; sad rain drops splattered on the roof,
making popcorn noises. I looked back outside. Suddenly, a bolt of lightning
lit the sagging, cloud-filled sky. "Is this true?"
"Yes." My voice echoed with the guilt I felt.
"Why did you lie to me yesterday?" I knew his eyes sought mine, but
I would not give them to him; I continued to watch the rain fall. Time passed
as he struggled to seize my vision, but I fought off his attacks, gazing out the
window. Finally he abandoned his effort. "I'm disappointed in you," he
said. "I thought we had an understanding." I opened my mouth to apologize;
the words though, proved too elusive. My father stood up and calmly left the
room, leaving behind my jacket; and the cold sound of the door closing.
I felt a numb, empty sorrow. The rain continued to fall, in icy
stilettos, piercing the darkness in a prelude to night. I watched as drops
struck the outside of the windowsill violently, and then rolled steadily down
in; I felt one do the same on my eye and cheek. I had let him down. Why
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had he not lectured? Raised his voice? Perhaps he was as hurt as I was. For
the first time in my young life, there were no excuses; no explanations. If I
hadn't lied, would reality be less painful?
"Telling the truth builds character, especially when it is the hardest
thing to do," I said to myself as I watched the rain fall. It was dark now.
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The Broken Shoe
by Carrie Porritt
"Driver! Get out of the car with your hands in the air," a hostile
voice shouted. Slowly I opened the car and no sooner did one foot touch the
ground than I looked up and saw the hollow barrel of a gun pointed at me.
lt was black and had a clip to hold all the bullets. I could tell it was a 9mm
Glock and knew one nervous twitch and I could be dead. The man behind the
gun was a blur.
"License and registration, please."
"Ah, hold on, it's in my pocket," I responded. I had one hand in the
air and the other one in my back pocket searching for my wallet.
"I found it." Beads of sweat were hanging off my brow.
"How do you know the right front passenger?" he questioned.
"His name is Kevin. I met him at a party last year." I remembered
something that I learned from watching too many episodes of talk shows. If
ever questioned by the police answer all their questions and keep your
answers short and concise. This idea played over and over in my head like
a broken tape recorder. I didn't want to say too much and get myself in
trouble.
"Left backseat passenger?"
"Andy; he lives in my neighborhood and I used to go to school with
him before he moved. "
"Right backseat passenger?"
"That's Andy's brother Eric."
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"Do you have any illegal substances in your car?"
"No, Sir."
"Can I search it?"
"Sure, I don't have anything to hide." After I said that I regretted it.
What if I did have something in my car to hide? I wasn't really sure about
Andy and Kevin and what they could have on them. My shirt felt wet and
cold. My temperature must have risen by at least five degrees because I was
sure sweating like a pig.
"Wait in the squad car until I get back," he demanded.
"Okay." Was he searching my car? What was happening? All I
could see was the steel mesh with plexiglass in front of it. It had tiny holes
that never ended. There was a rust spot that was almost the color of dried
blood. As I stared at it, it seemed to be eating away and spreading a disease
to everything it touched. A reflection of light blinded me. I reached for the
door handle and yanked on it. I moved to the other side of the car and pawed
at that door. I found that door handle didn't work either. I went to what I
thought was the middle and sat completely still. I knew the windows would
not let up on the pressure they were exerting and the mesh was holding its
ground with a frontal attack. So I closed my eyes and waited.
With my eyes shut so tight I could see red blood vessels as the sun
penetrated my eyelids, I thought about all the stuff that we'd been doing that
day. I thought about playing Hearts. Kevin and I were partners; he mastered
the skill of passing the old bitch. He learned this skill while in jail. We won
all the games we played. After a few games, and the guys sipping away at
the Mad Dog, Kevin asked, "Would you mind running me and Andy to a
friend's house?"
"Sure." I hesitated. I wasn't sure if this was one of their drug runs.
He told me we could stop at the mall afterwards and he would buy me a CD.
I thought the idea of him giving me something was kind of weird
because I knew he never had any money. I remember the day his mom
chased after my car wearing her purple McDonald's uniform. Her gray,
frizzy hair was sticking out from the sun visor hat she was wearing. Her
arms waving through the A like the tentacles of an octopus. I looked in my
rearview mirror and saw this creature coming at me and screaming, "What
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do you think you're doing with my son?" When I saw this mad woman
chasing my car I stepped on the gas and got the hell out of there. Later,
Kevin told me his mom has been hospitalized a few times and his dad was
murdered in Pontiac. I felt a sense of pity and compassion for him. He lived
such a hard life and only was seventeen. I could relate to his feelings of
isolation and loneliness. We were a good couple. I loved him when nobody
else did and he returned the favor.
I opened my eyes and I was still in the squad car. At that moment I
questioned, What am I doing? Is love worth losing everything I care about,
growing up, doing good for society, going to college? Right now I have an
A average in school. I'm in all these extracurricular activities. Even a
member of the national honor society. What am I doing in the backseat of a
police car? I looked back up at the burnt sienna rust spot and realized this
was a place for the common criminal. I am a criminal. I'm no better than
Andy or Kevin. All of a sudden I heard the car door swing open.
"I'm giving you a ticket for going 55 in a 40. I should also give you
a ticket for fleeing and eluding a police officer. That is a felony and I can
take you to jail and send your passengers walking. But I won't. Consider
yourself lucky. And by the way, get some new friends. Those guys are
nothing but trouble. I've run into those kids before and this won't be the last
time I see them."
I had gotten off and nobody ever figured out I was a criminal, I
thought to myself. I was the one that drove Kevin and Andy around to pick
up drugs. For what reason, I asked myself? I decided I wanted out. I had
too much to live for and I no longer needed Kevin or anybody for that matter
to make me feel complete.
A week later Kevin and this friend Jason rode bikes over to my house.
I walked outside and an icy rain drop hit my face.
"Hey, guys. What's up?" I said. The rain was freezing but
refreshing. I felt every drop hit me and I was constantly reminded of my
humanity. Then I looked at Kevin and his bright blue eyes looked back at
me. I could get lost in those eyes if I stared too long. So quickly I turned
my focus to his bike. It was a pink girl's ten-speed. Huffy. Jason's bike
didn't look like it belonged to him either. It was a tiny BMX.
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"Where'd you guys get the bikes?" I asked.
"We stole them." Kevin said this in such a nonchalant manner, like
it didn't matter that he ripped off some little kid's birthday or Christmas
present. I was bothered by this and irritated that he could do such a thing.
"Can we have some food?" he asked as he put his frigid hand around
me. I was melting with his touch so I ducked out from his arm and said,
"Sure. Come on in."
"We have the munchies," they said at the same time.
"Here's a few pop tarts," and gave the box to them. The only time
I left the room was to get the pop tarts. But otherwise I kept my hand on the
door knob the whole time. I didn't know if I could fight off the temptation
of Kevin any longer.
"Bye," I said and opened the door.
"Thanks. I love you," Kevin said. I tried to forget those words he
said, but they seemed to chisel their way into my soul.
I didn't really think much of that visit. I was scared that Kevin would
never go away or my feelings for him would never go away. But otherwise
I didn't think anything out of the ordinary happened.
I decided I would sit and watch Friends when I heard knocking at my
door. My mom said, "Get out here. Now!" Standing in my living room by
the door was this huge man. He was wearing all brown and had a badge that
said Oakland County Sheriff. I looked in my driveway and there was a White
Blazer that said Oakland County and had lights on the top. I could feel
tingling in my toes but I played it cool. I knew I had to.
"Do you know who vandalized your neighbor's house?" he asked.
"No. I have no idea what you're talking about."
"Well, your neighbors called us because someone broke some china
in their driveway. They told me they had some trouble before and you took
responsibility for it. I know there are a lot of bad kids in this neighborhood,
like Andy Knuckler. Well, anyway, these kids are trouble makers. So stay
away from them." Then he gave my mom his card and left.
After he left, my mom and I went over to see what was broken in my
neighbors' driveway. It was a little white shoe about two inches with pink
and red flowers. I saw a little pink flower with white chips around it lying
12

on the black pavement.
"That's my shoe that I got when I went on my honeymoon! That shoe
was sitting on the shoe cabinet before I left to get groceries. How did it get
out here?"
"Kevin and Jason must have stolen it while I went in the kitchen to get
them some pop tarts. I'm sorry, Mom."
"I don't ever want you hanging out with those kids again," she said.
She went on ranting and raving about her shoe but I ignored her. I was hurt
that Kevin would do this to me. I was thinking to myself about how much
those shoes mean to my family. I'm supposed to inherit the collection when
she dies. If he stole that, what else would he steal? Right then I made a
promise to myself I would never talk to him again.
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Sanity
by Elizabeth Pensler
Of course me. It always has to be me. Why can't anything ever go
right? It appears I've entered a chaotic spiral that has only one way out-down.
This strip of bad luck started in the first grade. I was a happy, normal
six-year-old, living up the leisures of first grade. I wasn't Ms. Popular, but
I wasn't called the class freak either. To categorize my first-grade social
status, I would be somewhere in the middle. I had my good friends, Jane and
Sheila and my boyfriend, Sammy. Life was good until that one dreadful day.
Mrs. Lime, my first grade teacher, assigned me to watch over Max the
Monkey. This ritual of having a different child every week take care of Max
appeared to be a good way to teach young children responsibility. The
teacher expected the designated child to take the monkey everywhere. This
included lunch, recess, nap time, and home. When Mrs. Lime handed me
what seemed a gigantic brown, furry, friendly monkey, I thought I was
receiving a present. He wore a red corduroy vest and a matching hat. We
made the cutest couple. I pondered asking Max to marry me, but then I
remembered what my mother said, "The man should always make the first
move."
My mother is more old-fashioned than Betty Crocker. She walks into
the drug store and expects to buy a candy bar for ten cents. My favorite is
when she confuses Bill Clinton, our president, with Jethro, the boy from the
television sitcom, Beverly Hillbillies. Imagine all those years being pumped
full of outdated traditions and societal practices. I have a right to sue.
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Anyway, the teacher scheduled nap time after snack. I threw my
snack away and proceeded to the blue plastic sleeping mats with my newly
acquired friend. I quickly fell into a slumber dreaming of Mickey and
Minnie playing hide-and-seek with me on the top of Epcot Center.
Interrupted by Mrs. Lime's obnoxious bell, I ventured to wake up. I stood
up. Then I looked down and realized that a very large wet spot appeared on
my dark blue Osh Kosh B'Gosh Jeans. I tried to discreetly head for the
bathroom when Mrs. Lime asked where I was going. I turned slowly, trying
to stall as long as I could, knowing that the second I faced her an ax would
chop off my head. Mrs. Lime didn't understand the word embarrassing
because she didn't just embarrass me; she stripped me of all respectability by
completely, utterly humiliating me in front of my peers.
"Ms. Brown, what is that liquid allover your pants? No, you didn't,
allover Max The Monkey!"
The whole class became hysterical; even the teacher was crying. The
rest of the first grade is a black blur because I repressed all the memories of
Max the Monkey. They secretly are locked away in my subconscious. I
slightly recollect being shunned and eternally persecuted by my peers all
because that stupid monkey, for sanitation reasons, needed to be thrown away.
All through elementary school I was treated like an outcast. I would
sit alone in my room. I couldn't eat. All day long I would sleep. It's how
I dealt with my loneliness.
Sometimes, I became obsessed with certain
movies, art projects, or video games. It filled the void that was left from my
lack of friends.
My parents were inept, but supportive. They bought me whatever I
wanted. My mother thought that if I had the right clothes or haircut, my
schoolmates would forget that devastating episode in my life. Maniac Max,
I wish Mrs. Lime hadn't thrown him away. I'd like to bum that devilish
fiend myself. I want to take his corduroy hat, cut it up into a thousand
pieces, and flush them down the toilet. Then I would cut his blood red vest
with a Machete knife and dispose of the evidence by destroying it in the
garbage disposal. As it ground, I would laugh and laugh and laugh. Ha! Ha!
Ha! I wish I could grab the monkey and violently rip its head off by twisting
and turning and twisting and turning until the stuffing was completely
15

removed. I would throw his limp, flat body down the Grand Canyon. That
would make my day. Then my soul could rest, and my pent up feelings for
this inanimate object would be dispersed. All right! I'll calm down. I'm
breathing. I don't have asthma. I'll survive.
I foolishly believed that my life would improve in middle school.
These are different children, who don't know and have no past memory of my
Max the Monkey story. I have a clean slate in all the minds of those new
kids. Nope, I composed the worst hypotheses of falsities. If elementary
school was the Chinese water torture, this was the electric chair.
The
children became meaner and more evil. Wicked, wicked brats lined up and
threw darts at my face, pounded nails into my bones, and dropped anvils on
my head. The fact that these devils contain no feelings of remorse really
frosts my cookies. All through the halls I heard laughing and whispers. The
school echoed my name, "I'm going to get you, Sarah, and your little dog
Todo too."
I'm completely serious, no joke.
I'm not paranoid but overly aware and conscious of my surroundings.
I have hawk eyes and bat ears. Nothing can escape my super sharp senses.
I've decided that holding these hostile feelings is eating up my insides.
I need some relief from the bitterness contained in my psyche. I've decided
to make a gigantic list and get even with every single child that attended New
France Middle School. I plan on running the Secret Service Agency and the
Internal Revenue Service. I will get my retribution at the inconvenience of
others. I'll begin by not sending them checks for their tax deduction, bugging
their telephones, setting up spy cameras around their yards and ringing their
doorbells and running away. I have the whole plan recorded on the hard
drive on my computer. Sooner or later, those who made me feel small and
insignificant will pay.
No, I haven't graduated from college yet, but I've vowed never to rest
until I obtain justice.
High school wasn't quite as painful as middle school because the kids
became weirder which made me appear more normal.
I acted like
camouflage, meshing in with the woodwork. I found my calling, other than
revenge, as an actress, I decided, while browsing through a bookstore. It
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happened that I came across this incredible monologue. Then I realized that
God had put me on this earth to entertain or stimulate the emotions of my
fellow man.
I participated in all the school plays and received the smallest part
possible. My drama teacher pointed out that in order to receive the main
parts one must first master the minor parts. It's a nice quote if you have the
time to waste playing minor roles the rest of your life. I don't have the
patience so I spent the last summer at an acting camp in New York. I learned
nothing. Doctor, I'm at my wits' end. I need some serious help.
"Cut, cut, this isn't working," the director said. "You don't have the
life experience to play the role of a mentally insane woman. I'm sorry, you'll
have to leave.••
"Leave? Leave? That's my life story," I screamed. "You can't deny
me the privilege of fulfilling my life long dream, revenge. Don't be
surprised, Mr. Spielberg, when your next tax return never shows up in your
mailbox. I'm venting...••
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Survivor
by Elizabeth Tuttle
I am a victim. From the moment I began private school and for the
rest of my life. I wonder what if I could do it allover again. I could not
have known that this would happen. I had to see the world for myself, not
what others told me. And this realization brought me to where I am now,
prosperous, alone.
I wasn't always this way. I used to go to St. Mary's Catholic School.
I was a perfect student, raised my hand, washed the chalkboard, always had
my homework done on time. Actually, I was a teacher's pet, a brown noser.
Everyday I'd dress up in my uniform, green, blue, yellow plaid pleated skirt
with a white stiff collar blouse, and try to learn everything. I wanted to
prepare myself for the future, for things I thought were important to know.
I enjoyed art. I liked to paint anything in a Cubist style, especially
portraits. People are so complex, obscure, that to express a person truly
would be difficult. I always painted people who I wish I could be. One
would have Bette Davis's eyes, a smile like Doris Day, or maybe the fire-red
hair of Maureen O'Hara. The pieces never fit to form a whole new me. Art
came easily to me, but I was told that I couldn't make it in the real world
being an artist. I wanted to make it, to be important, special. So I studied
tediously with books about Thermal Physics, Calculus, English. I found
pleasure in book knowledge, I could tell you anything you wanted to know
about anything. "Be like Anne," the teachers would say, "she has a gift."
All of my friends despised me. They hated that I received all of the attention.
While they played Barbie, I played with a Chemistry lab. The teachers
always told me that if I listened to them and studied hard, I would be
18

successful, but they never gave me what I needed most.
After I graduated, I was forced into the real world.
No more
protection or security, thrown into a world of cutthroat scavengers.
I tried the nine to five thing. I worked my way from a mail clerk to
an executive's secretary. I never understood then why I moved up so fast.
It was big bucks. It also meant that I was important like I wanted. It was an
offer I couldn't refuse.
I came in early every morning just like I did for school. Always wore
a woman's business suit, dress coat with a knee-length skirt. I dressed for
success. "Good morning, sunshine!" he would say. It wasn't the words that
hurt, but the gestures. He would check me over with his eyes then smile a
sly grin. I felt like he could see my naked body no matter how much I tried
to cover up. "Just fine," I would say softly, excuse myself, and go to my
desk. My boss always asked me to stay late. He would order take-out, said
we couldn't work on an empty stomach. He would always brush up against
me. He liked to squeeze through when I was between the desk and file
cabinet. He would touch my thigh, rub up and down with his hand. He
breathed heavier, faster. I would walk away. He would then pinch me on
the butt. "This is just between us," he would say and wink. I never raised
my voice, I never told.
Other days he'd comment on how I looked. I never questioned him.
I figured he knew what he was doing. I was right. A snake can always see
better in the dark of his lair than his prey.
When I finally smartened up, I went to the top, the head boss. I
walked into his office and told everything, the touching, the comments he
made, all through tears of frustration. He walked over to me and pulled me
close to him for a hug. I fell into the warmth of his arms, starting to feel
relaxed, safe. He stroked my hair just like a mother would do to her child.
"How about I take you to this Chinese restaurant so we can talk at a
more comfortable place," he said. Still wrapped up into his arms, I nodded
my head. "They have great take-out that we can take over to your place, just
in case talking takes all night," he said, sympathetically. Slowly his hands
moved down my back to my waist. I froze. I broke free from his arms and
started slowly walking backwards toward the door. I couldn't believe that this
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was happening. He wasn't supposed to do this. He was my boss, my
instructor, the one I had to listen to.
"What kind of man are you?" I screamed half choked-up. "I don't
need to take this from anyone, not even you! Did you really have good
intentions of helping me or were you doing this just so you could get me
while I was weak? You are all alike, not one decent bone in your body!"
And with that I began to run out the door.
"Did you really think that John hired you for your intelligence?" he
said, calling after me. I grabbed everything I had and left, never to return.
I'm doing well. I won't let myself starve. I own a flat overwhelmed
with paintings, paintings of people I wish I could be, someone better than me.
I sell them for outlandish prices to powerful businessmen. They all come to
my gallery expecting just to look, but always leave with a painting in hand.
I come up next to them and they ask me how I do such great work. I put my
arm through theirs and say, "They are very stimulating aren't they? I start
off slow, holding my brush just right as if I was caressing it to find the right
stroke I need to use to inspire me. Then, I begin to passionately glide the
brush across the surface, up, down, around. When I finish, feel a great
sensation of joy and rest for a while since it always wears me out. So did
you want to buy this one?" I say while pulling myself even closer so he can
feel the warmth of my body.
It has never failed yet. Most all say as they walk out the door that I
have a "gift," that I'm the next Picasso.
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I Love You?
by Kevin Hendricks
Shifting to second gear, John eased back into the gas and smiled. The
rusty, little car rounded the comer, only minutes from his girlfriend's house.
Finally, a chance to be alone together. With John on the track team and
Jane's position on the student council, this would be one of the few times they
could sit back and relax together.
Thoughts of the future and the possibility of marriage tiptoed into
John's mind, but he pushed them away. "Sure, I could marry Jane, but I
don't wanna think about that now. I just wanna enjoy life and let the future
worry .about itself," John thought as he pushed the accelerator closer to the
floor. This would be a night when both of them could let the future worry.
Pulling into the driveway, John smiled again, rejoicing that Jane's
parents had left for the weekend. Even more, they were overly trusting,
telling John to come on over and keep Jane company. That he intended to do.
Sitting on the edge of the couch, Jane waited in hesitation. John
would be ringing the doorbell any minute. Nervously, she shot up again, and
rushed to the mirror to check her hair. They had been together for several
months and she knew John wouldn't care, but she wanted that night to be
special. She tugged at her skin-tight shirt, and smoothed out her plaid skirt.
She felt that John loved her, that he really cared for her. She played with her
flowing hair, attempting to get the perfect look. John was different from all
the other guys, and Jane wanted him to know it.
The door bell sounded, and Jane's stomach rolled over in delight. A
loving smile appeared on her face as she floated to the door. "Hi, John,
come on in," she welcomed, stepping aside and letting him in.
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"Wow. You look beautiful!" John complimented as his eyes went up
and down her trim figure, hugging every curve.
"Thanks," she replied, blushing slightly. Nervously fidgeting with her
fingers Jane asked, "So what do you want to do, watch TV?"
"Sure," John answered, moving towards the couch. The two relaxed
and John's arm went smoothly around Jane as she reached for the remote.
"Hey... " Jane whispered coyly, with a sparkle in her eye and a
seductive smile. The TV came on and the two sweethearts inched closer.
Jane began flipping through the channels, looking for anything interesting, and
John's hand rested warmly on her leg. Her hand soon joined his, and their
eyes met.
"I love you, John.
"I love you too," he replied, his eyes staring at her voluptuous figure.
He drew her closer and their lips met, sending self-control out the window.
They kissed slowly and passionately, and John's hand moved up and down
those silky legs. Her arms wrapped around him and his eyes followed his
hands up and down the legs, above where the skirt ended, and over the
stomach and breasts. Their lips met again and the search for an interesting
TV show was long forgotten.
Lying on her back, Jane hugged her boyfriend, enjoying the feel of his
strong hands on her body. She loved John. She could always tum to him
when she had a problem; he was always there. His hands drifted up and
caressed the pretty face. And he loved her too. She was willing to do
anything for him. She smiled with pleasure as the buttons on her shirt came
undone and her thoughts narrowed to her own physical paradise.
The time and his mother's wish for him to be home before too late
were completely forgotten as John ran his hands along those thighs and pulled
the shirt from that eye-catching body. The only thing on John's mind was
pure pleasure and the feel of such an angelic body in his hands.
The two sweethearts rolled around on the couch, lips entwined, clothes
off. They had never gone this far before, but what harm could it do?
Pleasureful moans came from the couple, almost drowning out the belting
preacher on the forgotten TV. The future was indeed worrying about itself.
II
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Lying back on his bed John relaxed. So what was the big deal about
sex anyway? He'd just discovered that it was more than enjoyable, and there
weren't any drawbacks. "What a great life," he thought, "Track star,
beautiful girlfriend, and now a respectable man. Things couldn't be better."
Jane's head hit her pillow, but sleep didn't come. So this was what
she had been missing out on for so long. She'd often heard her friends
talking about sleeping with their boyfriends, but now she could tell her own
stories. "It's not like sex is bad or anything," she thought smiling. "I kinda
like it. Who needs virginity anyway?"
The two sweethearts sat in grim silence. His face contorted as if in
pain, he turned to Jane and asked, "Are you sure about this?"
Nodding silently, Jane stared blankly at the empty, white wall. "It's
the only option," she mumbled after a moment of silence.
"Yeah, I suppose it's the best answer," John replied sighing. Resting
his elbows on his knees, John stared at the floor wondering if it really was the
best answer.
A plump woman in white came through the heavy doors with a clip
board in her hand. "Jane? It's time. Come with me, dear," she invited in
a warm, soothing voice.
Reluctantly, Jane stood to her feet and looked back at John in
hesitation. Her hand fell to her stomach as she followed the nurse in silence.
John stood and watched her go in silence; not knowing how to react, his
stomach tied in knots. The door swung shut behind her, and John slowly
sank back into the chair. He stared blankly at the floor, still not believing
what had happened.
Sitting in the cold, metal chair, Jane signed the last form, and the
nurse began the procedure. A tear rolled down Jane's cheek as the lifethreatening suck of the machine filled the tiny room. Within minutes it was
allover. The nurse rested her hand on Jane's shoulder as she wiped the tears
from her eyes. A false sense of relief slowly came over her.
The two sweethearts walked out of the abortion clinic hand in hand,
both feeling assured that their future was no longer in danger. But there
would always be those lingering doubts. The ride home was a silent one,
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Jane staring out the window, lost in contemplation, John's eyes cemented to
the road, watching the yellow lines slip by, one at a time. But they were
there for each other.
"Hi, John, come in," Jane greeted, smiling as she opened the door
wider and let John in.
"You look beautiful!" he replied, letting his eyes wander up and down
her body.
"Oh, shut up!" Jane answered laughing, almost embarrassed to be in
sweats. The two plopped down on the couch, hand in hand, and the TV came
on. Flipping through the channels, Jane finally stopped on the news.

"... a sad story of love gone wrong. The two high school sweethearts
met nearly every weekend during their freshman year of college, but this past
weekend things turned deadly. The 18 year old girl was pregnant and the two
met at a cheap hotel. The 19 year old boyfriend helped deliver the baby, and
together they brutally strangled it. The police found the lifeless body of the
baby in a dumpster behind the hotel. The two will be arraigned tomorrow on
charges of murder ... " the news droned on, but Jane and John had been riveted

to the story. When it was over they turned to each other in shock.
"I can't believe that," Jane whispered in a deathly tone.
"Neither can I," John answered. "That's so sick."
"I can't believe two people could have a child like that and just murder
it," Jane responded. John mumbled something back, shaking his head.
After a silent pause, John's hand rested on Jane's stomach and their
eyes met. "Do we go down to the clinic again tomorrow?" John asked. Jane
merely nodded, astonished to think they had just been there not six months
ago. Jane sighed and picked up the remote, wondering how two people could
possibly kill a defenseless child. But the thought slipped away as John's lips
found hers, and the future was forced to worry about itself.
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play

The Semi-Monthly Meeting of the Great Thinkers Society
by Jeffery G. Rockey
Dedicated in loving memory to Nathan Colby.

The International Diner

SETTING:
TIME:

The present

CAST OF CHARACTERS:
SIMONFRENCH: A man in his late twenties who longs for the love of one
woman.
KRISTENSPRINGER: The woman he longs for.
JAMES GALLAGHER: Simon's friend and co-worker.
WAITRESS: at the diner.
FREDERICKDOUGLASS: A great orator and writer, a leading figure in the
abolitionist movement.
PLATO: The father of Western philosophy.
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SIDDARTHAGAUTAMA: The founder of Buddhism.
Buddha.

Also known as the

SAMUELCLEMENS: American humorist and author who published under
the name Mark Twain.
DR. MARTIN LUTHER KING, JR.:
preached non-violence.

American civil rights leader who

ARISTOTLE: Student of Plato. One of the greatest philosophers in history.
ALBERTEINSTEIN: Twentieth-century physicist who was believed to have
one of the greatest minds of all time.
FRANKLIND. ROOSEVELT: Thirty-second president of the United States.
ELLEN WHITE: A leading figure in the advancement of the Seventh Day
Adventist religion.
SUSANB. ANTHONY: Woman who fought for equal rights for women and
women's suffrage.

Scene 1
(Setting: An office in the city. SIMON FRENCH is sitting behind a desk,
busily filling out paperwork. JAMES GALLAGHERis sitting at the desk next
to him, also filling out paperwork, but not as quickly. He looks at SIMON
and shakes his head as if to say, "Why are you working so hard?")

JAMES: Why are you working so hard?
SIMON: I want to get this paperwork done before the day's over.
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JAMES: It's Friday! You know that stuff isn't going to get processed until
Tuesday! Enjoy yourself.
SIMON: Can I help it that I'm more work conscious than you?
JAMES: I'm work conscious. I had to fight to get this job from Mr. Anderson.
SIMON: Yeah, whatever. He's your uncle! (A bell rings.) Great! The day's
over and I'm not finished.
JAMES: Stop worrying. It'll be here on Monday. Just relax. (Looks offstage.)
Kristen will be here soon.
SIMON: Oh, no. I tum into a bowl of gelatin when she's around.
JAMES: Just keep your cool. She's just another woman.
SIMON: I wish that were true. She's better than any other woman. She's smart,
and fun to be with, and, and...
JAMES: Pretty?
SIMON: Beautiful! I only wish I could say something to her.
(KRISTEN SPRiNGER walks in, carrying a
briefcase in one hand and a stack of books in the other.)

JAMES: Well, here's your chance.

KRISTEN:Hello, James. Hi, Simon.
JAMES: Hi, Kristen.

(SIMON

stares at her with a dumb grin.)

KRIsTEN: Are you okay? (He continues to stare.)
JAMES: He's just a little tired after this long week. (To
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SIMON.)

Aren't you?

(No response.

JAMES

elbows him in the ribs.)

SIMON":(startled) Yeah!... (Nervous) Just... a little tired... I'll be fine.
KRISTEN:I know how that goes. It gets so busy here sometimes.
SIMON: Yeah... busy.
JAMES: Those books look really heavy, Kristen.
KRIsTEN: They are. I hate lugging them to and from work every day.
JAMES: Well, I'd offer to carry them, but I've got a horrible back. However,
I bet Simon could help.
KRIsTEN: Oh, could you, Simon? It would be so much relief.
SIMON: (Still nervous) Sure. (He takes a drink of his coffee and walks to her.)
It's no problem. (While taking the books, he accidentally spills his coffee
down her blouse.

He then drops the books.)

KRISTEN:My dress!
SIMON: Oh, my gosh! I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to. (He grabs some tissues
from the box on his desk and offers them to her.)

KRIsTEN: It's all right. I'm sure I can get the stain out. I'll just take my books
and go. (She starts picking up the stack of books. SIMONbends down to
try to help her.)

KRIsTEN: No, don't.
SIMON: I only want to help.
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KRISTEN:You've helped enough. (She gathers the.rest of her books and leaves.)
SIMON: I don't believe that just happened!
JAMES: It was an accident! She knew that.
SIMON: Did you see the way she stormed out of here? She thinks I'm a klutz!
JAMES: I'm sure she doesn't think that.
SIMON: I need to get away and clear my head.
leaves, not bothering to take his work.

See you on Monday.

Blackout.

End Scene 1.)

(He

Scene 2
(Setting: The semi-monthly meeting of the Great Thinkers Club at the
International Diner. FREDERICKDOUGLASSis speaking upstage from the
rest of the club, which is sitting at tables or in booths. SAMUELCLEMENS
is sitting at the counter, alternately sipping on a cup of coffee and puffing
on a cigar. The WAl1RESSis wiping down the counter and paying slight
attention to what is going on at the meeting.
FREDERICK: Seeing as Mr. Churchill couldn't be here, we will not have a

secretary's report from the last meeting. So we will go on to old
business. (He continues incoherently as Simon enters and goes to the
WAl1REss.)

SIMON: Excuse me, ma'am.
WAITRESS:(boret!) Welcome to the International Diner. Can I help you?
SIMON: My car died outside. Do you have a phone? (The WAl1RESSpoints to
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a phone in the comer, and

SIMON

goes to it.

THE WAI1RESS

leans over to

SAMUEL CLEMENS.)

What's he doing here?

WAITRESS:

I really don't know, miss, but I'm sure that there is some reason he
was chosen. No one ends up here out of chance. I'll go find out. (He

SAMUEL:

rises from his seat, with his cigar, and walks to SIMON, who hangs up the
phone and tums to SAMUEL. He doesn't realize who SAMUEL is.)
SIMON:

I don't get it. I couldn't get through to Triple A. It's open twenty-four
hours a day.

SAMUEL:

Excuse me, sir...
I'll be done in a minute. I just need to call my friend.

SIMON:
SAMUEL:

That phone will not get you through to your friend.

him.)

(SIMON

tums to

And why not?

SIMON:
SAMUEL:

That phone is not connected to anywhere. No one will answer.
Why would the waitress send me to a phone that won't work?

SIMON:

I honestly can't tell you. People are some of the strangest creatures
on the planet. I once wrote a story...

SAMUEL:

SIMON:
SAMUEL:
SIMON:

You're an author?
You might say so.
Did you ever write anything big?
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SAMUEL: (Hesitantly joking) Nothing that major, but about my story. This boy
was set with the task of whitewashing his aunt's fence. To make a long
story short, he managed to convince the neighborhood children that the
job was one of great hilarity, and he got the boys to pay him to whitewash
the fence.
SIMON: Well, I hate to ruin your story, but it's been done already.
SAMUEL: Really? By whom?
SIMON: It's chapter two of Tom Sawyer by Mark Twain.
SAMUEL: I know that.
SIMON: Then why did you say you wrote it?
SAMUEL: Don't you know who I am?
SIMON: Who?
SAMUEL: My name is Samuel Clemens, also known as Mark Twain.
SIMON: Whatever. (Goes to the WAl1REss. SAMUELfollows him.) That phone
doesn't work. Do you know where the nearest gas station is?
WAITRESS: About half a mile down the road, but you can't get there.
SIMON: Why not?
WAITRESS: (points to door)
over.

That door doesn't open again until the meeting is

SIMON: What are you talking about? (He walks to the door and tries to exit, but
cannot. He turns back to the WAl1REss.) Unlock this door!
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SAMUEL:Yelling won't get you anything. You're stuck here until our meeting
is over.
SIMON: Look... you...
SAMUEL: (calmly) Samuel Clemens.
SIMON: Samuel Clemens -is dead!
SAMUEL: I know I am, but I'm here too. Everyone here is dead, except for
you, I assume.
SIMON: I'm very alive, and you're crazy!
SAMUEL: I assure you I am perfectly sane. Allow me to introduce you to the
club.
SIMON: What is this club? Everyone keeps talking about this club!
SAMUEL:Why, The Great Thinkers Club. This is our semi-montWymeeting.
(They walk to the group. SAMUEL talks to FREDERICK, who has been
leading the meeting.) Mr. Chairperson?
FREDERICK:The chair recognizes Mr. Samuel Clemens. Yes, Mr. Clemens?
SAMUEL: We have a visitor tonight. This is Mr.... (to
didn't catch your name.

SIMON)

I'm sorry, I

SIMON: Simon. Simon French.
SAMUEL:Very well. (To FREDERICK)

This is Mr. Simon French.

FREDERICK:Welcome to the semi-montWymeeting of The Great Thinkers Club.
I am Frederick Douglass, club president. (To group) If we will all
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introduce ourselves to Mr. French.

stands.)

(ARIsT01LE

ARISTOTLE:I am Aristotle, club VP. Welcome.

(FRANKLIN ROOSEVELT

putting great support on the table.)

FRANKLIN: My name is Franklin Delano Roosevelt.
(MARTIN LUI1lER

KING, JR.

stands.)

stands,

I am the Treasurer.

MARTIN: I am Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. Thank you for joining us tonight.
(ElLEN

WHITE

stands.)

ELLEN: My name is Ellen White.
GAUTAMA

stands.)

You may call me Ellen.

(SIDDARTHA

SIDDARTHA:My name is Siddartha Gautama; I am also called Buddha by my
followers. (ALBERT EINSTEIN stands.)
ALBERT:I am Albert Einstein, guten Morgen.
PLATO: I am Plato. Enjoy our meeting.

(PLATO

(SUSAN

B.

stands.)

ANTHONY

stands.)

SUSAN: My name is Susan B. Anthony. Welcome.
FREDERICK:Our secretary, Mr. Churchill, could not be here tonight, and I
believe you have already met Mr. Clemens.
SIMON: I'm surrounded by wackos! I'm trapped in a cafe with a group of
wackos!
SUSAN:Wackos? We're not wackos. We happen to be the greatest thinkers of
all time.
SIMON: Maybe, but has anyone told you that you're all dead?
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We all know we're dead, Simon.
happened.

FRANKLIN:

We were all there when it

PLATO:

How can we prove to you that we are who we are?

SIMON:

You can't, because this is impossible.
It's not impossible. You're seeing it now. Don't you trust your
own eyes?

ARISTOTLE:

SIMON:

I must be dreaming.
was that for?

SIDDARTHA:

SIDDARTHA:

To show you you're not dreaming.

That means you're not dreaming.

Okay. I get it. (Yells) James!
(Everyone looks around strangely.)

Come out! This is really funny!

Who's James?

MARTIN:
SIMON:

pinches-him on the arm.) Ow! What

It hurt!

SIMON:

SIMON:

(SIDDAR11fA

As if you don't know. (Yells again.) This is a great practical joke,
James. How much did you have to pay for this one?
I assure you, sir, that this is no joke. If there were only some way we
could prove it to you.

ALBERT:

SAMUEL:

do.

SIMON:

Don't bother, Albert. He's not going to believe us, no matter what we

Finally, someone is speaking logically.
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SAMUEL: (to ALBERT) What do we lose if he doesn't believe us? (I'o SIMON)
We have been telling you the truth, the one hundred percent, absolute
truth.
Whether you care to believe us or not is up to you. Just
remember, you don't lose anything by believing us, and you can't get out
that door until the meeting's over. So make your decision.
SIMON: (hesitantly)

Okay. I'll stay calm, and listen to your meeting.

FRANKLIN: Good choice, Simon. Remember, you're welcome to participate in
our discussions. (I'o all) Now, can we get on to our first discussion?
(He goes back to the front of the group, and the members sit back in their
seats. SIMONsits at the counter, next to SAMUEL.)
SAMUEL: (whispering to SIMON)By the way, Mr. French, if I weren't dead, and
all of this weren't true, could I do this and keep a straight face? (He
takes a knife from the counter and stabs himself in the arm, looking SIMON
directly in the face the entire time.)
SIMON: Oh, my ... (He faints.

Blackout.

End Scene 2.)

Scene 3
(Setting: In the diner. SIMON has been stretched out on the floor, and
ARISTOTLEand SIDDARTHAare sitting in chairs next to him. FREDERICK
continues to lead the meeting. The WAl1RESSis carrying a tray offood to
the members. She sets a salad in front of EllEN, a plate of chicken and
biscuits infront of SAMUEL,and a burger infront of PLATO. SAMUELpicks
up his fork and digs in.)
ELLEN: You should not eat that.
SAMUEL: And why not, madam?
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ELLEN: God did not intend for us to feast on the flesh of his creatures.
SAMUEL:If your God did not intend for us to eat these lesser creatures, why did
he put them here and why did he make them so tasty?
ELLEN: It says in Genesis I, Verse 30, "I have given every green plant for
food." He did not give us the animals for gorging ourselves.
SAMUEL:As I've said before, if there were an all-powerful God, he would have
made all good, and no bad. Look around you, Ms. White. Do you see
all good? (The WAl1RESS gives a glass of cola to FREDERICK.)
FREDERICK:Thank you ma'am.
French?

(To

ARIST01LE

and

SIDDARIHA)

How is Mr.

SIDDARTHA:He's doing well.
ARISTOTLE:Still out cold though.
SUSAN: You really shouldn't have done that, Samuel.
FRANKLIN:Yes, he said he believed us.
SAMUEL:He may have said so, but he didn't. He thought we were a bunch of
loons.
PLATO: (standing) I must agree with Mr. Clemens. He knew only of the world
of the living, so naturally when he met us, he could not make the
transition to our world. He would not have believed us. (SIMON stirs.)
ARISTOTLE:He's waking. (All stare at

SIMON.)

ALBERT: Are you alright, Mr. French?
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SIMON: (Waking) I had the weirdest dream. I dreamed I was in this diner, and
there were all of these weird people around me, and Mark Twain stabbed
himself, and ... (opens eyes) Oh, my God! It wasn't a dream! (Jumps up
and goes to the far wall.
Points to ALBERT.) You're ... (points to
FREDERICK) And you're!. .. (Points to SAMUEL) and you just!. .. Oh, my
God! (Stans to collapse again, but MARTIN catches him, and throws a
glass of water in his face.)

MARTIN: Get a hold of yourself, man! (SIMONregains consciousness.) We are
who we say we are.
PLATO: You have no choice but to believe us now.
SIMON: (Pacing) This is all too much for one day. First I spill coffee on
Kristen, then my car breaks down, now I'm trapped in a restaurant with
ten dead people, who are telling me to join their meeting. (Yelling) Am
I the only one who is having problems with this? (SUSANwalks up to him
and slaps him across theface.)

SUSAN: Calm down! You do believe us, right?
SIMON: I have to believe what I see, and what I saw couldn't have been done by
a living person. Therefore, I have no choice but to believe you.
FREDERICK: Very well. Now, let's get on with our meeting.

(FREDERICKgoes
to the head of the group again.
SIMON sits in a booth with PLATO,
SAMUEL, and ELLEN. THE WAI1RESSbrings him a cup of coffee.)

SIMON: Thank you.

(She goes back behind the counter.)

FREDERICK: Our next topic for discussion is reincarnation. Mr. French, since
you are our guest, would you like to start our discussion?
SIMON: What do you mean?
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FREDERICK: You simply need to give your opinion on reincarnation, then you
need to say why you believe so.
SIMON: I don't know what to say.
guess it's possible.

I never really thought about it before.

I

MARTIN: Very good, now tell us why.
SIMON: I don't know.

Why wouldn't it be possible?

FRANKLIN: I'll tell you why it isn't possible.
you, how long have you been dead?

It defies all logic. Plato, I ask of

PLATO: Over two thousand years.
FRANKLIN: Have you been reincarnated yet?
PLATO: No ...
FRANKLIN: I rest my case.
ARISTOTLE: (Rises and crosses to FRANKLIN)
moment, that life is a journey.

Mr. Roosevelt, consider, for a

FRANKLIN: Yes.
ARISTOTLE: Life is a journey to acquire as much information as one can. If a
man does not acquire enough information, he is reincarnated as another
person, for the purpose of acquiring more.
FRANKLIN: That still doesn't explain why none of us have been reincarnated.
MARTIN: (Stands) I think I understand what Mr. Aristotle is trying to say. A
person's soul is reincarnated until he acquires adequate information,
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correct?
ARIsTOTLE:Yes.
MARTIN: When that person acquires enough information, he is reincarnated one
last time, as a great thinker. We are all great thinkers; therefore, we will
never be reincarnated again, but our souls will live as the great thinkers
for eternity.
ARISTOTLE:Exactly.
SAMUEL: That's preposterous. Tell me, sir, if reincarnation does exist, then
what is the use of living life to its fullest? Can't we just make up for
ourselves next time around?
MARTIN:No. Our conscious minds don't remember previous lives. If we waste
our lives, we won't remember it next time around, and we won't know to
gather twice as much information.
ELLEN: But when we die, we meet God, who has been waiting for us with open
arms. If He is ready to accept us, why would He tum us away?
SUSAN: What if it was for the purpose of doing more good on Earth?
SAMUEL:It sounds like a good theory, but it's not. The entire idea of second
lives is one held by the ignorant. People who believe in second lives are
cowards who are afraid of dying.
ALBERT:Mr. Clemens, I assure you that reincarnation does exist.
FRANKLIN:Albert! A man of logic such as yourself can't possibly believe in
something as foolish as reincarnation.
ALBERT: Mr. Roosevelt, it does not defy logic. The idea of reincarnation can
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be explained by scientific fact.
FRANKLIN: Scientific Fact! That's preposterous!
ALBERT: You listened to me when I proposed the bomb, you can listen now.
The law of conservation of energy states that energy is neither created nor
destroyed.
When a person dies, the energy from their body must go
somewhere.
Also, how does the energy get into a newborn infant? I
theorize that the energy, or the soul, of a dead individual is reincarnated
into an infant.
SIDDARTHA: (To FREDERICK) Mr. Chairperson,
discussion and take the official vote.

I move that we end this

PLATO: I second the motion.
FREDERICK: Very well, all in favor of ending the discussion and casting vote,
say "Aye."
ALL: Aye.
FREDERICK: All opposed to the motion say "Nay." (Silence.) Motion carried.
(Bangs gavel on table.) We will now have the official vote. Ms.
Anthony, will you hand out the ballots in place of Mr. Churchill? (She
goes to the table where FRANKLINis standing and gets a pile of papers.
She hands one to each member. When she hands one to SIMON, he leans
over to SAMUEL.)
SIMON: What are we doing?
SAMUEL: Voting on whether we believe in reincarnation or not. (He marks his
paper andfolds the ballot. SIMONdoes the same. They hand them back
to SUSAN, who is collecting from the rest of the club as well.)
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SIMON: What do we do now?
SAMUEL: We go on to the next topic.
SIMON: Is that it?
SAMUEL: What do you mean, is that it?
SIMON: Is discussing topics all you do here?
SAMUEL: Yes.
SIMON: Don't you ever take breaks?
SAMUEL: Not really.
FREDERICK: Now, on to thenext

topic ... (SIMONstands.)

SIMON: Mr. Chairperson, I move that we depart from the normal schedule.
FREDERICK: What?
SAMUEL: (Standing) I second the motion.
FREDERICK: What exactly did you have in mind, Mr. French?
(Blackout.

End Scene 3.)

Scene 4
(Setting: Still in the diner. Lights come up and FREDERICKis standing in
front of the group. The club is divided down the middle for a game of
charades. Half are sitting on each side. SIDDAR11lA,ELLEN, ARIST01LE,
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and ALBERT are sitting left. SAMUEL, FRANKLIN, SUSAN,MARTIN, PLATO,
and SIMON are sitting right.)

FREDERICK: This was a wonderful idea, Mr. French.
SIMON: Thank you.
FREDERICK: We are seated correctly, I assume.
SIMON: Yes, Mr. Douglass.
FREDERICK: Very well,

(to MARTIN) I believe you are first, Dr. King.
(FREDERICKsits with the group left and MARTIN stands in front of the
group.)

MARTIN: Is everyone ready?

(All nod and mumble yes.) Very well.
his hands together and then opens them like a book.)

(He holds

SIMON: It's a book! (MARTINpoints at him and nods his head. He holds up two
fingers.)

SAMUEL: Two words!
fingers

(MARTIN gestures that he is right.
and slaps them on his forearm.)

SUSAN: Second word, two syllables.

He holds up two

(MARTIN points and nods.

He draws a

cross in the air.)

SAMUEL: It's an X.
SIMON: It's a cross!
holy ...

(MARTIN shakes his head no.)
(MARTIN nods and gestures to keep going.)

FRANKLIN: Monty Python and the Holy Grail!
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Christ...

(MARTIN shakes his head no.)

PLATO: The Bible!
MARTIN: That's it! (to FRANKLIN) Monty Python?

What were you thinking?

FRANKLIN: That's an excellent movie. We should watch it here some time.
FREDERICK: That took forty-five seconds, Dr. King. Mr. Gautama, you are
next. (SIDDARTHA walks to thefront of the group. FREDERICK checks his
pocket watch.) Ready? .. Go! (SIDDARTHA holds his hands together and

pulls them apart like curtains opening.)

ALBERT: It's a play.

(SIDDARTHA

nods and holds up four fingers.)

touches his nose and points to her. He holds
up one finger and motions "little".)

ELLEN: Four words.

(SIDDARTHA

nods and points to FREDERICK.
holds up two fingers and slaps one on his forearm.)

FREDERICK: First word "the"!

(SIDDARTHA

(He nods and struts around the

ALL ON TEAM: Second word, one syllable.

stage in a regal manner.)

ARISTOTLE: You're a peacock!

(SIDDARTHA

He shakes his head "no".)

He

looks at him with a look of disgust.

ALBERT: Royalty! (SIDDARTHA nods and points at ALBERT. He motions to keep
going.) A duke ... (SIDDARTHA motions to keep going.) A king!
(SIDDARTHA

nods frantically and points at ALBERT.)

ARISTOTLE: (Thinking out loud.) The King ... The King ... (yells) The King and
I!
SIDDARTHA: Yes! The King and I!
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FREDERICK: That took one minute.
ALBERT: Not for long, though.

You are currently ahead.

goes to the head of the group.)

(PLATO

PLATO: I'm next, right?
SIMON: Yes, Mr. Plato.

(PLATO

goes to the head of the group.)

PLATO: Are you ready?
FRANKLIN: Whenever you are.
FREDERICK: (Looking at watch) Ready ... Set...Go!

air.)

(PLATO

makes a star in the

(PLATO nods. He puts his hands on his belly and
laughs silently, but wholeheartedly.)

SAMUEL: It's a celebrity.

MARTIN: A person having convulsions.

his knee and continues to laugh.)

(PLATO

shakes his head "no". He slaps

SUSAN: (to SIMON) I don't get it. Who is he supposed to be?
SIMON: I'm not sure.
(PLATO

it.)

Maybe Santa Claus.

(To PLATO)

Are you Santa Claus?

shakes "no". He holds up one finger and slaps his forearm with

nods. He pantomimes writing .
something, then stabbing himselfin the chest and dying.)

MARTIN: First word, one syllable.

(PLATO

SIMON: Suicide note? (PLATO shakes "no. " He acts out reading his paper, then

handing a box to someone.)

FRANKLIN: I know it! He's reading a will!
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(PLATO

points at him.) The first

name is Will!
SAMUEL: Will who?

(PLATO

laughing again.)

nods.)

Do that thing you were doing earlier.

(PLATO

starts

(In desperation, PLATO looks around and sees a
cream pie on the counter of the diner. He picks it up and smashes it in
FRED~RlCK'S face. Everyone starts laughing.)

SUSAN: I still don't get it.

SIMON: Now that's funny!

(PLATO

MARTIN: He's a funny man!

points at him.) Funny?

A comedian!

(PLATO

(PLATO

nods.)

nods and jumps up and

down.)
SAMUEL: Will Abernathy.
SUSAN: Will Smith.

(PLATO

motions "no.")

("No.")

FRANKLIN: Will Rogers.
PLATO: Yes! Will Rogers.
FREDERICK: (Still wiping pie out of his face.)
Plato?

Was that really necessary, Mr.

PLATO: I wanted to win.
FREDERICK: (Looking at his watch.) Even so, I'm afraid it won't be so easy.
You took two minutes. As long as my team takes under a minute and
forty-five seconds, we win.
ALBERT: And it's my tum.

(He stands and walks to the head of the group.)

PLATO: Our winning depends on one of the greatest minds of the twentieth-
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century messing up.
winning?

Exactly how much of a chance do we have of

SIMON: One hundred percent. I've never lost at charades, and I don't intend to
start now, great thinkers or not.
PLATO: They have almost two minutes to guess.
SAMUEL: Mr. Plato, you will never hear me say this again, but have faith.
Simon hasn't steered us wrong so far. (To FREDERICK.) Mr. Douglass,
because of the intensity of the situation, may I be timekeeper for this
round?
FREDERICK: I have no objections to that.

(He hands him his watch.)

SAMUEL: Ready?
ALBERT: Yes.
SAMUEL: Go!

shakes "no." He mimics playing a trumpet, a
trombone, and a kettle drum.)

ELLEN: A violin!

(ALBERT

ARIsTOTLE: A symphony.

(ALBERT

hands away from each other.)

motions to be more general by pulling his

SIDDARTHA: More general ... More general. Music. (ALBERT points to him.)
It's a song! (ALBERT nods. He walks left and motions putting something

on his head. Then he walks right and motions aiming an arrow.)

(ALBERT shakes his head "no. " He shoots
the arrow and runs to the first position. He acts like a person who was
hit by the arrow.)

FREDERICK:The Ballad of Hiawatha.
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ELLEN: The Wreck of the Edmund Fitzgerald?
ARISTOTLE: Are you acting out the words?
instrumental? (Nods "yes. ")

(ALBERT
(ALBERT

shakes "no.")

shakes "no.") Is it an

shoots the arrow again. He runs
to his original position and mimics getting hit again.)

SAMUEL: You've used thirty seconds.

(ALBERT

(ALBERT pretends to grab an
apple. He holds it and takes a bite. He pretends to chew and makes a
big swallow.)

FREDERICK: What was that thing on your head?

ARISTOTLE: Fruit!
ELLEN: A pear?

(ALBERT
(ALBERT

points to him and nods.)

shakes his head "no. ")

SIDDARTHA: An apple? (ALBERT nods and points at him. He pretends to put it

on his head as he stands in his original position.)

SAMUEL: One minute. (ALBERT goes to his second position and shoots the arrow

again.)

ELLEN: Shooting and an apple on the head? (Thinks.) I know! It's the story of
William Tell! (ALBERT nods and points at her.)
FREDERICK: Oh! What was that piece called about William Tell?
ARISTOTLE: I believe it was an overture, but I can't remember the name.
you know, Mr. Gautama?
SIDDARTHA: I'm not really into classical.
ELLEN: It's ... urn ... urn ... The William Tell Overture!
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Do

ALBERT: That's it! (He goes back to his seat, breathing very heavily.)
very simple.

It was

FREDERICK: So, Mr. Clemens, by how much did we beat your team?
SAMUEL: Well, let's see. (He looks at the watch.)
one minute and forty-five seconds, correct?

Now you needed to do it in

ELLEN: Yes.
SAMUEL: Okay.

Your time was ... one minute and forty-six seconds! We win.

(His team cheers.)

FREDERICK:That's impossible!

watch.)

Let me see that watch!

(SAMUEL

hands him the

SAMUEL: I believe you'll see that the time is exactly one minute and forty-six
seconds.
SIDDARTHA:I don't believe this!
FREDERICK:It's true.
about it.

(Puts watch in his pocket.)

We can only be good sports

MARTIN: But wait. I seem to recall a little wager being placed.
FRANKLIN: Yes, Frederick,
certain task.

I believe that the losing team had to perform a

ARIsTOTLE: Do we really have to go through with this?
SIMON: You shouldn't make wagers if you aren't prepared to lose.
ALBERT: He's correct.

Let's do it. (Reluctantly, the losing team kneels before
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the winning team, whose members are all smiling. They raise their arms
to the sky and then bow down at the feet of the winning team.)
ALLONTEAM: We bow down to you, oh great ones. you are truly the smartest
people of all time. We don't deserve to be in your presence. (They start
to rise.)
SUSAN: Wait. I believe there is one more part to the wager.
ELLEN: You're really going to make us do that?
SIMON: (Holds out one foot.) Yes. (The losing teammates crawl to thefeet of
the winners, who are all holding out one foot. The losers kiss the feet of
the winners. Blackout. End Scene 4.)

Scene 5
(Setting: The diner. The meeting has returned to usual, with FREDERICK
at the head of the group. The WAJ7RESSwalks around with another tray
of food.
She sets a cup of coffee for SIMON, and another cola for
FREDERICK. SAMUEL,SIMON,ELLEN, and PLATOare sitting in a booth on
the left. FRANKLINis sitting at a table closer to the middle of the stage
with MARTINand ARIST01LE. SUSANand SIDDARTHAare both sitting at the
counter, turned towards FREDERICK. ALBERT is sitting at a table by
himself, surrounded by papers and various mathematical tools. The
WAJ7RESSwalks to him with a milk shake. She sets it down next to him.)
ALBERT: Be careful not to spill that on my papers.
WAITRESS:Don't worry, Mr. Einstein, I'll be careful. What is that, anyway?
ALBERT:I'm still trying to figure out the grand unified theory. I feel that I am
getting closer every day, but I don't know what I'm doing wrong.
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(Shuffles through the papers.)
WAITRESS: (Looking at papers)

Well, if you don't mind my pointing this out.

ALBERT: Go ahead.
WAITRESS: Sixty-two and forty-four is one hundred and six, not one sixteen.
ALBERT: Blast this simple math! Thank you.
the counter.)

(The WAmESS goes back behind

FREDERICK: Once again I would like to thank you, Mr. Paris.
was enjoyable. (Ad libs of agreement.)

That certainly

SIMON: I just thought you could all use some levity.
SAMUEL: We appreciate it.
FRANKLIN:The meeting hasn't been this much fun since Winston and I started
that discussion on farm life.
FREDERICK:But we really need to get on with the·meeting. Our next topic will
be bias. It is a topic that is rather close to me, and I am sure it is close
to many of you. Who would like to start the discussion?
SUSAN: (Stands) I would. I fought for many years with Elizabeth to remove
some of the bias about women. The classic view of women was that of
homemaker. Everywhere I went, I heard of men who kept their wives
barefoot and pregnant. It was sickening! Women should not be kept in
the shadows. They belong side by side with men. In fact, in many
primitive cultures the woman was the head of the family! She kept order.
The man was only used for hunting.
SAMUEL:But, Ms. Anthony, do you argue that men are physically stronger than
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women?

(Puffs his cigar.)

SUSAN: Physically, no. Men are built stronger than women.
SAMUEL: Then why shouldn't men be the dominant gender?
SUSAN: Because of their lack of reason. Hundreds of wars have been started by·
men. Women know how to discuss things and rationally solve a problem.
SIMON: (Stands) I hate to argue, because I do think women are equal, but many
wars have been started by women.
SUSAN: Such as?
SIMON: The Trojan War was started when Helen of Troy ran off to Sparta to be
with her boyfriend.
FREDERICK: That's correct.
SUSAN: (Crosses to him) But the men did all the fighting.
more violent.

They are genetically

ARISTOTLE: Have you ever seen a mother animal defend her young? Watch one
and then tell me that males are more violent.
PLATO: I don't think that Susan is saying that women are better than men.
think she's trying to say that they are equal, however.
SUSAN: Right.

I

Women should be allowed the same privileges that men have.

SAMUEL: If you think women should be treated equally, why don't you fight for
your right to be drafted? I don't remember any women fighting to free
the slaves during the Civil War.
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MARTIN: Since you mention the slaves, why don't we talk about bias towards
Negroes? It has existed since the first black man was brought over on a
boat from Africa.
ELLEN: I think that bias has been shown against every possible race at one time
or another since the dawn of time. Everyone except Caucasian males, that
is.
FRANKLIN:That's not necessarily true. When I was president I tried to end the
bias against the poor man. Those who had enough to live a comfortable
life would sneer at him. Many refused to help because they thought that
he could find employment if he wanted to. That wasn't always true
either. During the Depression, many employers couldn't afford to keep
many jobs, therefore there wasn't opportunity for many workers. When
I started my plans of government intervention, many didn't approve.
They wanted to forget the problems of the common man. I told them that
when the forefathers of this country set up our democratic system, they
intended for the government to provide for all. A person is no less of a
person because of poor financial status or a lack of education.
SIMON:Unfortunately, bias against the poor does still exist, as does bias against
everyone else we mentioned. I have an idea. If you are all the smartest
people from history, why can't you try to find a way to stop bias?
(Silence.)

SIDDARTHA:Try to find a way to stop bias?
ALBERT:That's an interesting idea. All that we ever do is talk about problems,
not try to solve them.
SIMON:Why not start now?
FREDERICK:Mr. French, you have come up with a brilliant idea. Who wants
to start the ball rolling?
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SAMUEL: I'll start. When a mule won't move, you have to poke him in the back
with a stick. Sometimes, the best thing to do is get a little violent.
MARTIN: No! African-Americans have tried violence before! It doesn't work.
Aggression solves nothing. It only does two things: First, it makes those
who look down on you look even farther down, and second, it makes
those who look up to you think it is the only way to solve a problem.
People will never respect your cause if they believe you are nothing but
hoodlums and troublemakers. Peaceful demonstration is the best way to
solve a problem.
SUSAN: I agree. If you cast the first spark of violence, a fire is sure to be lit.
Riots can break out. People can be killed. When you're dead, you can't
help your cause anymore.
FREDERICK: So we have the first element:

peaceful demonstration.

SIDDARTHA: We should write these down.
FREDERICK: Good idea, Mr. Gautama.
piece of.paper and a pen?

(To

WAl1REss.)

Can you bring me a

(She gets a piece of paper and a pen from
under the counter and gives them to FREDERICK.) Here you go.

WAITRESS: Certainly, Mr. Douglass.

FREDERICK: Thank you, ma'am.
(Writes.)
demonstrations. (Looks up.) What's next.

Number

one:

Peaceful

PLATO: What about non-superiority?
ARISTOTLE: What do you mean?
PLATO: Instead of trying to make yourself out to be better than others, why
don't you try to look equal?
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SIDDARTHA:That's an excellent idea. If people feel that they are being
lessened, they will only dig their heels in the ground further.
FREDERICK:Good.
What else?

(Writes.)

Number two: Equal, not better.

(Looks up.)

SIMON: What about education?
SAMUEL: The only problem with education is that people don't listen. The
surest way to get people to stop listening to you is to try to be a teacher,
or a minister. No, the best way is to let them discover what you want
them to know. Provide little hints in things that they do. Have you ever
read my book Huckleberry Finn?
SIMON: Yes.
SAMUEL:Good. Now judging just by the writing, would you say that I am for
or against slavery?
SIMON:Well, Huckleberry constantly said that he knew that what he was doing
at the time was wrong, so I would say that you were for it.
SAMUEL:Okay. The truth is that I am very opposed to the ownership of another
person. If you examine the text of my story, you'll remember that even
though Huck knew that he was breaking the law, he still helped Jim. That
was because he couldn't quite understand the reasoning behind slavery.
However, he had been brought up in a community where slavery had been
condoned, so he was taught that it was a good thing.
SIMON: So you made him tom between law and conscience.
SAMUEL:Precisely. What is condoned by the law is not always right.
ALBERT:So we need to let people who are biased discover for themselves that
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it is wrong.
SAMUEL: Yes.
FRANKLIN: I have to say, Samuel, that is the best idea you've had all night.
SAMUEL: Why, thank you, Mr. Roosevelt.
FREDERICK: Very good.

(Writes.)

Subtle hints.

(Looks up.)

Anything else?

ELLEN: I think that alone will do a world of good.
PLATO: I agree.

I think we should send it out like that.

FREDERICK: Okay.
say "Aye."

All in favor of sending out the anti-bias papers as they are,

ALL: Aye.
FREDERICK: All opposed, say "Nay."
we send this out?

(Silence.)

Motion carried.

Now, how do

SUSAN: We could fmd a soul who will be reincarnated soon and let him spread
the word.
SIDDARTHA: No, that would take too long.

People don't listen to children.

SAMUEL: Besides, reincarnation doesn't exist.
FREDERICK: We're finished with that topic, Mr. Clemens.
SAMUEL: My apologies.
FRANKLIN: Why don't we just send it out with Simon?
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SIMON: Me?
ARISTOTLE:Yes. You're a grown person. You have the type of attitude that
commands respect. You'd be perfect.
SIMON:Who would listen to me? I'm just a single man who works in an office.
I'm not anyone great like you guys. (He starts walking away from the
group. MARTIN goes up to him and brings him back.)
MARTIN: Don't torture yourself. You're just as smart as any of us. The only
difference is that we made ourselves known.
SIMON:I couldn't do it. I have no way of reaching mass audiences.
SUSAN:Even if you only educate one man, this entire project will be worth it.
He will educate others.
SAMUEL:Don't be a coward. Grab your period of fame. (I'akes a small bottle
from his coat.) Drink some of this. (SIMONtakes a gulp from the bottle,
and looks as ifhe is about to spontaneously combust.) There, how do you
feel?
SIMON:(Gasping)

Okay! I'll do it!

FREDERICK:Good. Here is our official plan. (Hands him the paper.)
everyone!

Tell

SIMON:I'll do my best. (He takes the paper, folds it and puts it in his pocket.
He sits at a table with ARIsT01LE, SAMUEL,and ElLEN.)
FREDERICK:Very well, on to our next topic: surrealism.
(Lights stay full for next scene. End Scene 5.)
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Scene 6
(Setting: The diner. No time has elapsed since the end of the previous
scene. SIMONleans in to ask the group a question.)
SWON: (Whispering) What's surrealism?
ARISTOTLE:It's an artist thing.
ELLEN: It's where the artist makes the shapes of his subjects different than
expected.
SWON: Why?
ELLEN: To try to explain how the subconscious mind sees everything.
SWON: How did this get to be a topic of discussion?
SAMUEL:Funny you should ask. No one here is an artist.
ARISTOTLE: I understood that we would be discussing the results of the
surrealistic movement in the twentieth century.
SAMUEL:Do you know anything about that?
ARISTOTLE:Only what I could learn before the meeting.
SAMUEL:My point exactly. The topic is of no interest to anyone here.
SWON: I don't even understand it. I can't even spell it. (Samuel rises.)
SAMUEL:Mr. Chairperson.
FREDERICK:The chair recognizes Mr. Clemens. What say you?
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SAMUEL: I say that this topic is of no interest or value to anyone.
FREDERICK: Why do you say that?
SAMUEL: No one at my table cares much for it. (To everyone)
in this? (General ad libs of hesitation.)
FREDERICK: (Looking around.)
would like to hear so.

Are we alone

If no one wants to discuss the next topic, I

FRANKLIN: I have very little interest in this.
SIDDARTHA:I don't either.
SAMUEL: Mr. French has no knowledge of surrealism at all. He can't even spell
it.
FREDERICK: Really?

(SIMON stands.)

SIMON: (Hesitating) Well, it just seems that surrealism is a little bit over my
head. In fact, so are some of the other topics you've discussed. I have
trouble participating.
FREDERICK: (Understanding) Very well. I understand how tough some things
can be. (To everyone) Does anyone have any objections to Mr. Paris
choosing the next topic? (Ad libs no) All right. Mr. Paris, you may
choose.
SIMON: Gee. I don't know. I never really thought about what I would discuss
with the world's greatest thinkers.
SIDDARTHA:Just name a topic.
SUSAN: We'll discuss practically anything.
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SIMON: Okay. How about television?
FREDERICK: Good. (To everyone) What are the physiological and mental
aspects of watching television in the current age? Who will go first?
SIMON: No, no, no! You're doing it again. I wanted to discuss television, not
the aspects of it on your psyche. I was talking about things like your
favorite show, or what snacks you like to eat during prime time. You
took a simple topic and complicated it. This is tougher than talking to
Kristen.
SAMUEL:Kristen? Who's Kristen?
SIMON: Oh, she's this girl I work with. She's absolutely fabulous, but I can
never get up the nerve to ask her out. (ALBERT stands.)
ALBERT: Mr. Chairperson, I move that the next topic of discussion be Mr.
Paris's problem with Kristen.
PLATO: I second the motion.
FREDERICK:Very well, all in favor state by saying "aye."
ALL EXCEPTSIMON: Aye.
SIMON: Wait! You're going to discuss me?
ALBERT:We're going to try to solve your problem.
ELLEN: Admit it, you need the help.
SIMON: Well, maybe, but. ..
FREDERICK:All opposed to the motion state "nay." (Silence.) Motion carried.
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We will discuss Mr. French and Kristen.
ALBERT: So tell us all about her.
SIMON: Do I have to?
SAMUEL: The motion has been carried.

You don't have much of a choice.

SIMON: Okay. "Kristen is a girl I work with. Every day she passes by my desk,
and every day I turn into gelatin when she comes.
SUSAN: That sounds like love, alright.
SIMON: I wish I could say something to her.
MARTIN: Why can't you?
SIMON: I don't know. I always trip over my tongue.
ball in my throat.

I feel like there's a tennis

PLATO: Could you have someone tell her how you feel?
ELLEN: I wouldn't do that. It could be interpreted as juvenile and cowardly.
You don't want her to think you're a cowardly child, do you?
SIMON: No.
ELLEN: Besides, it might backfire.
messenger.
ALBERT: You could woo her secretly.
trinkets ...

Kristen may fall in love with your
You know, send her messages, little

SUSAN: That would give you a chance to see if she's interested.
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ARISTOTLE: That can be too complicated.
something simple, yet spectacular.

(I'o

SIMON)

You need to do

SIMON: She thinks I'm a klutz. Before I came here I spilled my coffee on her
and dropped her books.
ELLEN: (I'rying to think positively) Well... girls sometimes like guys like that.
They feel sorry for them.
SIMON: I don't want her to feel sorry for me. I want her to fall in love with
me. Maybe I should give up.
FRANKLIN:Never. Quitting is not an option. A man's true love only comes
once in his life. If you miss that chance you will be sorry forever. I had
a chance, when I married Eleanor. I was sure she was my one and only.
Then I messed up... (pause) I never meant to hurt her. (Looks down at
hisfeet.) As I look back now, I realize that the only person I ever loved
was Eleanor, and I ruined it. (Looks SIMON in theface.) Don't ruin your
chance.
SUSAN: If you really love Kristen you need to tell her.
SIMON: But what about the tennis ball in my throat?
SIDDARTHA:Swallow it. The only way you will be happy is to get over your
fears and tell Kristen outright that you are in love with her.
SIMON: I don't know.

(SAMUEL

hands him his bpttle again.)

SAMUEL:Drink some of this.
(SAMUEL takes his bottle back and SIMON paces around
the stage in deep thought. He looks at everyone else.) I'll do it!

SIMON:No, thank you!
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Good for you!

ALBERT:

FREDERICK:

As soon as I get back.

SIMON:

In that case I move that we adjourn this meeting.

SAMUEL:

I second the motion.

SIMON:

FREDERICK:
ALL:

You'll be successful, I'm sure.

All in favor, say "Aye."

Aye.
All opposed, say "Nay." (Silence.) Motion carried. Our next
meeting will be... (thinks) in a couple of months. Meeting adjourned.

FREDERICK:

(Everyone stands and walks toward the door.)

Wait! My car! It's still broken. How will I get home?

SIMON:

Not a problem. I studied auto mechanics in high school.

MARTIN:
SIMON:

One more problem. It's only Friday night.
remember all this for Monday?·

How am I going to

I think that if you check, you'll see that it is really Monday
morning. This meeting lasted all weekend.

FREDERICK:

SIDDARTHA:
SIMON:

If you leave now you should be able to get to work on time.

It's really amazing.

ARIsTOTLE:

What's so amazing?
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SIMON: I solved all my problems here, and it just so happened that my car broke
down outside.
ALBERT: Nothing just happens.
SIMON: What do you mean?
FREDERICK: You were chosen to come here.
SIMON: (Confused) I was?

(SIMONtakes

FRANKLIN: Yes. Remember that piece of paper in your pocket?

out the bias paper.)

PLATO: We called you here to spread the word.
the people.

You will be a great leader to

FREDERICK: You're going to be the leader of a new movement of racial
harmony. You will cause all nations to unite.
SIMON: I will?
MARTIN: Yes. You will be a savior, but first you need to talk to Kristen.

(Everyone goes out the door. The
behind the counter, waves to them.)

SIMON: Agreed.

Let's go.

WAITRESS: Good-bye, everyone.
FREDERICK: Or whenever.

6.)

WAl1RESS,

still

See you in a couple of months.

Good-bye, ma'am.
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(He exits. Blackout. End Scene

Scene 7
(Setting: SIMON'Soffice. Monday morning. SIMONis nervously pacing
back and fonh on the stage. He goes to his desk, gets his cup of coffee,
and drinks some. He then looks off right to see if anyone is coming.
When he sees no one he goes back to pacing. JAMESenters left.)
JAMES:

You're here early.

SIMON:

I've been here for half an hour.

JAMES:

Why?

SIMON:

I'm finally going to tell her.

JAMES:

Tell who what?

SIMON:

I'm going to tell Kristen how I feel about her.

JAMES:

Really?

SIMON:

Yeah. I'm going to swallow my fears and tell her straight out.

JAMES:

Where did you go this weekend to experience this enlightenment?

SIMON:

You wouldn't believe me if I told you.

JAMES:

(Looks off right) Here's your chance. She's here. (SIMONlooks off
right and stans pacing again.)

SIMON:

I wish I had some of Samuel's rotgut now.

JAMES:

Who? (KRISTENenters right carrying a pile of books.)
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KRIsTEN: Hello, James. Hello, Simon. (SIMON takes in a deep breath and turns

to face her. He picks up his coffee, then, thinking better, he puts it
down.)

SIMON: Hello, Kristen.

How are you?

KRISTEN: I'm fine.
SIMON: 1 need to talk to you.

glares at JAMES, who is drinking a cup of coffee. In
the middle of a sip he looks at SIMON.)

KRIsTEN: Okay.

(SIMON

JAMES: Dh ... 1 have to go to ... somewhere else.

(He exits left.

SIMON

turns to

KRISTEN.)

SIMON: There's something I've been meaning to tell you for a long time.
KRISTEN: What?
SIMON: Kristen ... 1 love you.
KRIsTEN: What?
SIMON: 1 love you. I've loved you since the frrst day you started here, but 1
could never get up the nerve to tell you.
KRIsTEN: I don't know what to say ...

(He kisses her. When they part, KRISTEN stares at
him and drops her pile of books.) Now say something.

SIMON: Don't say anything.

KRISTEN: I love you too, Simon.
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SIMON: Really?
KRIsTEN: Really.

(They kiss again.)

SIMON: Let's go out for breakfast.
KRIsTEN: Let's go.
offstage.)

I feel like I've hardly eaten all weekend.

(They exit left. The lights dim. SAMUEL'Svoice is heard

SAMUEL:To conclude this lecture, let me tell you about a man I knew named
Simon. He loved a woman, but couldn't find the nerve to tell her ...
(Completeblackout. Cunain. End Scene 7.)

The End
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poetry

Big Wheel Adventures
Speeding down the sidewalk on my bigwheel
like a famous race car driver
Hearing the imaginary crowd
cheering me on
Listening to the pebbles stuck inside the plastic tires
clanking with each rotation of the wheels
I pedal faster as the muscles in my legs
tighten like a clenched fist
Holding on tightly, I whiz around a corner,
tires skidding from the sharpness of the turn
Finally, I see the finish line
As I cross it, I hear the roar of the crowd
shouting out my name
I stand proudly and take my bow
Blowing kisses to all my fans

Shelly Keffer
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The Boysenberry Tree
I can feel the sun shining down on the solar deflector shields of my top
branches.
I can feel the Captain of the ship and his first mate climb my trunk to their
seats.
I can feel the engines in my roots flare as the Captain yells, "Lift-off!"
As we soar through the cosmos, the crew gets hungry.
It's a good thing I'm fully stocked with ripe Boysenberries.
The juice trickles down their chins as they aim my blasters.
KAPOW!
KAPOW!
KAPOW!
The evil space aliens didn't even know what hit them!
Suddenly, a message from the high commander Mom blares over the air
waves!
"Time for lunch!"
The crew abandons ship and I sadly use my auto pilot to land back on the
earth,
and wait for a new mission tomorrow.

Nic Gauthier
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Untitled
Night hums, electric.
Leaves in bloom whisper, silver,
rustling together in the hot starry wind
that's not really wind but a planet shifting, maybe,
or a cosmic rearranging
of the fabric of the air,
and petals fall, sleepy, fragrant, and the stars
are dancing
in their slow celestial circles overhead ...
Night sighs, and rolls over when you stroke it.
You can hear it breathe.

Ellen Simonson
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Indian Summer
Rowboats of contemplation
Floating in the blue skies
The billowy clouds,God's rock collection
The Indian summer in no hurry to leave
A lake-side view looking out to pearly buttons
The red house stained by berries

Jason Paulick
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Oklahoma.......

Out of Ashes

A bag of peppermints
sits anchored to the comer of my desk
A sea of papers
scattered--Oklahoma Out of Ashes, marie claire, introduction to biology, ecosystems, and
Bright cloth fish
swim over and about drifting and changing with the
tides of homework
contest deadlines, and the occasional need to condemn the chaos of my room.
I wait, slouching uncomfortably on the bed
I wait for a voice to rise above the incessant talking by a box
"6:50 and cloudy; fifty degrees; chance of rainstorms"
on my bedside table. Waiting for a
voice to rise from within
to purge myself of sleepiness and depression.
Rise in the morning, all the while thinking
"when that 6 year old boy is 16
will he struggle
every morning, forced to reckon with the memory of a baby dead by his hands. How
much
therapy or will
he join the ranks of the dead to make peace
with his conscience
before
then.

Nicole Slaughter
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Secession
We have this plan
That involves an invisible ship and
A body of water greater
In size than all
The oceans combined.
Our plan spreads out over eternity
Picturing ourselves afloat and
Free from fear forever
Remaining untraceable on our rudderless path
Traveling with the illuminated guidance of
The insane stars above.
Afternoons will be preserved for eons
The sun highlighting the golden straws in
Our chilled glasses of soda
As we sit face to face in our wicker lounges
Awaiting the sound of the sun splashing
Into the sea.
Eternity will last night after night
Imagining ourselves cooking dinner below
Deck while wearing our zippered pajamas
Listening to the crackling news reports
About our disappearance.
Our meal will linger on for hours
As we exchange stories of curious
Old couples shopping in suburban grocery stores
Who only communicate through a scribbled shopping
List and muted glares of disdain.
Nights will creep out as quiet dawn steps in
Prompting the dance we'll perform
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On a placid water top
A dance we could never perfect on stable land.
We'll keep our fingers crossed
And use our toes to keep track of
The bell's tolls
A million miles away
Where the water still crashes
Up on to the land
Destroying sand castles
And eroding the place where we sat
Lonely on the soft sand
Carving our initials with the twig
Of a weeping willow.

Meghan Sitar
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Untitled
Fog rolls in across low fields
between morning sun and my headlights;
wet scribbles across the hood.
Last evening, in a clear sky
I drove away from China's rising sun.

Benjamin ~
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Peacock

Some days (then)
Some days, when I run out of things to do
I think of you and (then)
wish that I could see you once more
to find out if you hated
Hemingway (I remember
your smell when we walked under
the cherry blossoms) like me
or I wonder if (you were proud
of me back then even though I
was always in trouble) what I
am now would make you proud
or if you would hate (for talking
too much in class or pushing the teacher
a little too far) that I can't see
myself as anything more than (the
night you died I stared at you and
wondered where you were if you weren't
there) a tennis player (but you had already
left, I kept staring and hoping, trying not to
forget) and that I don't believe
in religion (knowing
that it was the last time
I would ever see you)

Maya Canfield
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Presents
I remember it was a Tuesday, the sun was everywhere
except behind the garage.
We dug two holes and tore the clothes
from the Barbies you got for your birthday
and buried them,
Ken, head-first, up to his
smooth vacant crotch
and Barbie up to her perky
plastic breasts. We climbed Mrs. Sevel's fence
and trampled through her cucumbers
and drenched our victims in toxic,
flesh-eating acids.
Your mom shouted from the kitchen window
"It's such a waste, buying you anything!
You don't deserve presents anyways. "
The truth, was you liked them that way.
The truth was, you liked the idea
of being drenched with a garden hose,
drowned in mud, and left
to dry in the shadows behind the garage
where no one could see, better than
ever having perky plastic anything.
Better than ever having to recognize
the mud packed around you.

Nicolaus Chaffin
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Untitled
Stick girl
Stick with it girl
Stick with the subtle sounds
Silence of sex/Tyrant girl
She_was a dream
powdered sugar-coated dream scream
orange cream cone coated
sticky girl schemes
Ugly girl
Uglier girl
Ugh! Liar girl
She sits heavy walks soft
still with marijuana sloshed
past down naked under her dreams
Sugar-coated girlie girl schemes
You all lied
You all lied
You allied
against the girl
the soft angel raven hair
multiplied masturbated martyrs of
milk
Seething
See through
Seether
Satisfy wet dreams
grinding into the sheets succumb
succubus
Wet liquid L.S.D. lethal weapon tongue
Bondage savior savoring souls
Stick girl
Stick with it girl
Stick with the subtle sounds
Silence of sex/Tyrant girl
KEnDull HeInS

Kendal Heins

Watching Beauty Through a Cold Window
There is a narrow woman moving through
the grass of snow.
I'm watching through the window of denial.
As she moves in beauty.
Toward the trees waving their bristles,
in winter's winds.
Painting a picture of God's snow blue,
on the ceiling of the world.
I'm standing in warmth with my hands pressed
against the cold window,
cold window translating the outside,
to my senses.
She disappears, moving amongst the waving trees,
To be painted, on the ceiling of my world,
my mind.

Gabe Oliver
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when frogs die
large cars
full of ideas
jump over the house
and find
three mammoth squirrels
chewing on
a lively corpse
resembling your friend
napoleon

Aaron Hillebrand
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White Dresses and Combat Boots:
The Birthmark of a Twentieth Century Rebel
1.
My nose stuck in a book,
I stepped on a lot of cracks
On the way home from

Barnes and Noble,

But my mom is a chiropractor
So I figured,
What the hell?
She'll live,
And kept reading,
Until I stumbled over a curb
And my recent purchases
Fell inches away
From a looming yellowish puddle
Encircling the nearby fire hydrant;
I decided to pay attention.
II.
I thought I once found love,
Through the novel idea of fiction,
But Cinderella
Never shopped at Payless,
Or had the urge
To trade her ball-gown
For a pawn shop guitar,
And a pair of leather pants.
So I let my mind
Run wild each night
Across the time zones
And every inch of my soul
To the place just before
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Happily-ever-after
Where Prince Charming resembles
The grinning kid I had a crush on,
Once upon a time,
Who kept Colgate and a brush
Stuffed in the back pocket
Of a worn pair of jeans
Brushing teeth in the bathroom
Five times a day,
"Just in case. "
I never learned my lesson,
Taking my dose of newspaper articles,
And letters to the editor
Of People Magazine
Like a daily vitamin, not to be missed.
And each night
I turn to the worn envelopes
Postmarked 1979,
An adult bedtime story to be savored
More than milk and cookies
Or lazy summer days spent
Chattering on the phone with old friends,
From high school.

m.

I have a vision of standing in front of
A billion electrical impulses,
Sympathetic to my cause,
A modern-day confessional booth,
Or AA meeting-Me,
A Virtual Virgin
With an addiction to writing,
Drowning her sorrows
In the pleasure of alphabet soup.

83

Noodles that spell out
My marriage license--

IV.

So my heart can be won with words;
It is my greatest weakness.
I live with it.
I know it might kill me,
Someday.
Yet a damn good letter
And a glass of red wine
Can surpass any drunken Romeo
Making cat-calls outside my windowA product of the witching hour.
And a signature of "In love,"
Catches my gasp
Of anticipation
In a sticky net of imagery,
Like seaweed on the floor
Of a shrimper's boat.
And if a sigh escapes-Trembles on the edge,
Can you blame me for wanting to read
The last page
First?

Heather Schmidt
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Mental Leftovers
to be frozen here
bright sunlit scape frosted lawn
chisel edges, hard smiles
miles stretching forever and ever
inside this room.
to be frozen here
snow melting recedes
and grows again - ebbing tide
throughout millenniums rest
on doorframes and windows my home, my school.
I can look through manufactured views
that have stood for years
waiting for me to be born.
to be frozen here
silent soldiers, dying night
trees on the edge of dawn
dead but alive grow so slow
cloud my view, my manufactured view.
to be frozen here

Laura Marie Back
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The Death of an English Teacher
Mrs. Wilson says "Get to the truth."
The truth is I hate English.
The truth is it's all a bunch of bull.
I can't write.
I can't make a true meaning come from anywhere,
besides a text book.
I've recently seen some of my best work
in an eighth grader's notebook.
It consisted of my all famous poetic lines, including:
"I feel like dancing with the warm rays of the sun,
just before it hisses into the great sea." and,
an even better one, "I watch without care as the purple sky
passes over my own private world and whispers
secrets only meant for me. "
This is prize winning stuff. Right?
Mrs. Wilson doesn't agree.
She's never happy.
I'm never happy either, but I'll never tell her.
It would, however, make me happy
to take my hands and fit them tightly around her neck.
The very neck that will soon no longer hold up
that all-knowing head.
I'd take the time she told me
I could find a poem in anything,
and use it to tie her up to that beautiful berry blossom tree
she made our whole class take a trip out to last spring.
Then, I stretch out the horrible day
she had us stare into the eyes of our fellow classmates,
to discover something new,
and help us to meet new people,
and I'd form it into a great big bird
with huge eyes that would peck
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at her feet and hair forever.
And the whole time, it would stare at her
so she could see into its soul, and
maybe make a new friend,
at the same time.
Next, I'd use the really intriguing quote
she gave us about flexibility being an
"invaluable element in the learning process," and
I'd shove it down her throat.
Then, she could taste the pricelessness
of changing your mind.
Finally, I would grab onto the day
she picked me in class to tell her
how specifically the author conveys
his attitude toward life,
and I'd wrap it seven or eight times
around her hands.
So they'd falloff,
and she could finally experience the pain
she always says she'd feel if she
could no longer write.
Go ahead Mrs. Wilson,
make a poem outta that.

Kimberly Bartlett
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This Side Of Reality
I am in a long, skinny, familiar room,
I feel stared at.
Fear fills my body.
There are pictures from ceiling to floor,
The pictures stare blankly, penetrating me.
As I look up I see a boy,
A young, different looking boy.
"I've been here before" I think,
but I don't know where or when.
Then everything makes sense
I remember this boy, I see him every night.
He starts running towards me; faster & faster.
I run until there is a wall in front of me.
The boy keeps running toward me;
I fear for my life.
I turn to the wall and start climbing the pictures.
I look up-- there is a hole,
almost impossible to fit through.
I climb to the other side,
then realize that I am safe
on this side of reality.

Jamie Potts
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Untitled
Do not use containers in the car.
Read all signs and be aware and use common sense.
Ignore people if they want you to drive and you have been drinking.
Visa Card of whatever it won't repay your life
Ignorance can be the key of a bad or good driver.
New things happen when you drive everyday, be ready!
Get as much driving in as possible before you go out on your own.

Dan
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Towner

Character Building
Am I who I claim to be said myself asking a rhetorical question,
should I oblige myself wearing make-up and fashion designs
because of someone's suggestion,
Beauty is not Beauty if only seen for what the eye has seen, we
must feel in order to keep it honest and not real,
I am seen but it is as if only for a second I realize that I can
only be me and not others but check it!
What if I stood 5ft 9inch, with brown hair, brown eyes, a pretty
smile and cute feet, the body of a goddess I could be liberty's
sister and everyone would envy me,
baby can I hang and here comes miss thang, In my slang, is what
the brothers would say to me,
with such vulnerable personality and dramatic versatility, now
really! is that what people would think of me,
But still I'll hold my head up high look others eye to eye and
never have to lie or deny the success of being free to be me,
So! who am I, but a building slightly bent, the body is my enemy
and the mind is my tent, I'm beautiful, because I'm sophisticated,
educated and impudent,
and yet still I am me to the fullest extent of what I can be, and
when I come down off this high and face reality, realistically! the
only thing left standing in my fantasy is ME!

Billie Mason
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Beauty
I wish I were not so beautiful
Cindy Crawford weeps for my looks
Even the crimson roses wilt with utter envy.
The horizon skillfully hides jealously behind the clouds.
Paintings, sculptures and magnificen~ ancient wonders,
are suddenly dull and sullen, ever so lifeless.
I AM A SUPERMODEL. ....
I go to a home football game and instantly ....
People gasp for air and men stare in awe and amazement.
Women exhale with furious spite in their breath.
Everyone stops watching the now monotonous game,
For my presence is now a moment remembered in history.
I AM LIKE A SOLAR ECLiPSE ....
A picture, a fine moment everyone must capture.
I need no cafe eye shadow, no jet black mascara.
My lips are full and as red as the blood inside me.
The beauty is hidden in the depths of my soul.
My life still empty from broken words and promises,
That you cannot see from my deceiving appearance.

Lindsey Crofoot
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Did That
"Tina, you forgot to do this"
You forgot to feed the cats,
Clean the kitty litter box,
Feed and water the dog.
"Tina, you forgot to do this."
You forgot to fold the laundry, It
was a mountain,
Unload the dishwasher,
Vacuum the living room.
"Tina, you forgot to do this."
You forgot to start dinner,
Rake the leaves,
Clean your room.
"Tina, you forgot to do this."
"Mom, I already did."
I cut the grass,
Saved the neighbor's life,
Applied for college,
And I even took the dog for a walk!

Tina Sharp
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The Song of the Minstrels
You and I, babe, we've got that irrepressible spirit of wandering in us
a thirst for adventure
We'll never be content to stay in one place for very long
Never.
We need that rush of adrenaline, baby,
and we need it now
We'll be retro-modern bards
mysteriously

fading

in
and
out
of
cities
We'll glorify other people's poetry and we'll survive on love
and canned potatoes
We'll pretend to be international spies; people worth knowing.
We'll travel across the country in a big yellow bus
knowing no boundaries
The days will stretch into one Great Exciting expanse of
EXPERIENCES
And we'll be able to tell the states apart by
the taste of their air
and the smell of their dirt
We'll be Pseudo Modem Gothic Beatnik Metallic Minstrel Bards
travelin' around the world
with our silver shoes, playing our bongo drums
. and we'll live lives worth remembering.
So pack your bags, honey,
The World's a waitin' ....

Ryan Maureen Tubbs
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Those Summer Days
Indian brave
F ace smeared in blackberry warpaint
Slinks about the forest discards
Of moss-rotted logs .
And leaf blob monsters
Present at the quagmire's edge.
He preys upon an elusive hunt:
Sun-baked bullfrogs
Basted in slime and swamp ooze and
Grinning with
Key-holed eyes
Gazing endlessly from the murky shore.
Letting loose a bold warcry
The warrior lunges forward
Becoming one with mud and muck
While amphibian struggles
To see sunlight again.
Filth caked hunter staggers to his feet
Badges of sand and dirt
Smeared haphazardly across both cheeks
Signify the honor of his triumph
For seizing the slippery creature.
A shapeless thrashing clump
Caged by two hands
Is promptly rinsed to be rid of sediment
But held carefully
Restrained
Then shoved into a gritty jean back-pocket.
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Proud man and wary beast trek back
To concrete trail and copy-cat houses
Whereupon an indian princess
Of beauty, grace, and kindness
Greets him on the blacktop path
With a rosy dimpled smile.
Thrusting mighty hand in pocket
Hunter pulls forth the conquered prey
Bug-eyed and
Still grinning
Its forearms resting armchair style
Upon thumb and pointer
While legs dangle lazily
Bright with ivory skin.
Indian brave
Left standing
Together with startled critter
Is puzzled
As to why
His indian princess
Screamed
And ran away.

April Anderson
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